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village. Her husband, one of that glorious band of
Empire-builders and perhaps the last of them, is
away in the Canaries, the English Winter being too
trying for him after his long years in Nigeria. I
see she is out already in her poultry-yard with a
basket slung round her arm. I know what that
basket is for! Her Ladyship has a regular passion for
broody-hens, of which she has a number. She hails
me over the hedge with her familiar "Out for a
walk? " as I take off my hat to her and turn the
corner of her garden on to a path lined with fresh
young Spring foliage. The path winds aimlessly for
a moment or two with the charming waywardness
of all true paths; presently straightens up and
deviates not an inch till it comes to a stile. I step
over it into a strip of meadow-land, then over
another stile and once again on to a path opening out
into a road leading to a neighbouring village. I
take this road, but hardly have I walked a few
steps when I stand undecided. For there is another
road branching from it which takes one up to Cold
Ash with broad vistas of the far-extending country
on either side and leads down by many a pretty
Ending to the very place I was making for. But it's
long and circuitous and in parts rather uninteresting,
and so I decide to walk straight on. The road now
lies through a wood of towering Scotch-firs which in
places have grown so close that scarcely a straggling
ray of the sun pierces its thick foliage. Still I notice,
as I walk on, many a big tree lying stretched on the
ground like a giant slain. On inquiring of the men
who were doing the nefarious work, I find that, the